The mojt Lament able T ragedie 

A whining mammcc, in her fortunes tender. 

To anfwere,ilc r.otwed, I cannot louc: 

I am too young* I pray you pardon me. 

But and you will not wed, ile pardon you. 

Graze where you will, you (hall not houfe with meet 
Looke too’t, thinke on’t, I doe not vfe to ieft. 

Thurfday is neere, lay hand on heart, aduife, 

And you be mine, ile giue you to my friend, 

And you be not, hang, beggc,ftarue,dye i n the Greets, 

For by my foule, ile nere acknowledge thee. 

Nor what is mine (hall euer doe thee good: 

Truft too’t, bethinke you, ile notbeforfworne. Exit 

Mitt. Is there no pittie fitting in the doudes. 

That fees into the bottome of my griefc? 

O fweet my Mother caft me not away, 

Deby this marriage, for a month, a weeke. 

Or if you doe not, make the Bridall bed 
In that dim Monument v/hcteTtbalt lies. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for ile not fpcake a word. 

Doe as thou wilt for 1 haue done with thee. Exit, 

lulitt. O God. OTgurft, how (hall this be preuented? 

My husband is on earth, my faith in hcauen. 

How (hall that faith returneagaineto earth, 

Vnlcfle that husband fend it me from heauen. 

By leauing earth: comfort me, counfaile me: 

A lacke, a lacke, that heauen (hpuld practice ftratagems 
Vpon fo foft a fubiedt as my felfe. 

What faift thou, haft thou not a word ofioy? 

Some comfort Nxr/e, (nothing, 

Faith here it is, r Rpmto is bani(hed,and all the world to 
That he dares nere come backe to challenge you: 

Or if he doe, it needs mu ft be my ftealth: 

Then fince the cafe fo (lands as now it doth, 

I thinke it beft you married with the Countie, 

O hees a louely Gentleman: 

Romeot a difhdout to him, an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo greene, fo quicke, fo faire an eye 

As 


I 


ef Romeo and IttUet, 

As ? 4 «khath,bc(hrow my rery heart, 

I thinke you are happy in this fecond match, 

For it excels your firft, or if it did nor, 

Your firft is dead, or twere as good he were. 

As liuing here and you no vfe ofhim. 
lx. Speakeft thou from thy heart? 

T^xr, And from my foule too, or elfe befhrew them both. 
Ix. Amen. 

Nur. What? 

lx. Well, thou haft comforted me maruailous much, 

Goe in, and tell my Lady I am gone, 

Hauing difpleafde my Father, to Lawrence Cell, 

To make confeflion, and to be abfolu’d. 

Nxr. Marrie I will, and this is wifely done. Exit, 

lx. Auncient damnation, O mod wicked fiend, 

Is it more finne to wifli me thus forfworne, 

Or to difpraife my Lord with that fame tongue. 

Which (he hath praifde him with aboue compare, 

So many thoufand times? Goe Counfellor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth (hall be twaine: 
lie to the Frier to know his remedic, 

Ifallelfefailc,my feife haue power to die. Exit 

Enter Frier and Count it Paris. 

Fri. On Thurfday fir, the time is yery fhorr. 

Pa. My father Capxlet will haue ic fo. 

And I am nothing (low to (lacke his hafte, 

Fri. You fay you doe not know the Ladies mind: 

Vneucn is the courfe, I like it not. 

P a. Immoderately (he wcepes for Ttbalts death, 

And therefore haue 1 little talke of loue. 

For V tnus fmiles not in a houfe of teares. 

Now fir, her father counts it dangerous 
That (he doth giue her forrovv (b much (way: 

And in his wifedomc hafts our marriage, 

To ftoppe the inundation of her teares. 

Which too much minded by her felfe alone, 

May be put from her by (ocietic. 





